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A Serial of Family Life

Wkat Happened To Jane
By TOKGIIVIA TEIUIUJfE VAN DE WATER.

She Realizes That All Is Over Between Her and Ruth.
(Cepyricht 1J15. SUr Company)

CHAFTHR XI.VIII.
twenty-fou- r hours the sense of

FOR following: upon her anxiety
her father's radhey affairs

v as so great that 'Jane did not worry
as she would otherwise have done over
toe rolsode of Iluth's call and her own
flight from an Interview with her
friend.

It was recalled suddenly to her mind
tow days later when Augustus drove
to the railroad station in the village
for an express parcel he had ordered
sent out rom town. Ho suggested that
Jane accompany him for his good
humor with her still continued.

The afternoon train from Pattonvllle
was In. and Jane saw Ituth Crosby on
the station platform. She had Just
a lighted from the train. As she danced
at the Iteeves equtppage, Jane waved
ler hand to her. But Ituth did not
return the salute. Perhaps she had not
seen who was In the carriage Jane
thrught.

"Oh." she exclaimed to her husband,
"therels Ruth! Let's give her a lift as
far as her house."

Sees Her Sllitake.
For the moment she hoped to make

him forget his interdict and the painful
scene of a few nights ago. But she saw
li r mistake instantly.

'Til do nothing of the kind!" Augus-
tus replied harshly. "I told you to
drop that girl."

He drove over the tracks that Ruth
was now crossing, and, as the carriage
came abreast of the pedestrian, Jane

Serial Everyday Affairs

Their Married Life

More Senses Than Helen Herself
Thurston's Shoes.

HfTS raining." and Helen, with a
little looked out of
Mrs. Thurston's window to see

the rain whirling against the window
pane.

"And raining hard." said Mrs. Thurs-
ton, going over to the window. War-
ren followed her, not In the best of
temper, for they were a good way from
home.

"I'll call a taxi," said Mr. Thurston,
going to the telephone.

Helen and Warren had been playing
cards with the Thurstons. They had
stayed quite a while after the usual
game, lingerinr over their sandwiches.
and now It was rather late to get a
taxi In such an out of the way neigh- - (

borhood.
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Gau you this

,'ane' out and bowed and smiled. This,
-- .. uoiowuiiico, even Augustus snouianot prevent

But the young face into which she
looked was stern and cold, and the bowshe received was the slightest possiblenod of recognition. Jane drew backas it she had had a physical hurt
.. she ventured timidly,
would you mind stopping at mother'sJust one minute? There's something Iwant to see about. I won't keep youwaiting really I won't "

t.mAs. we've Sot to so right by there,
1 11 stop this once," Reeves assented,
grudlngly. "I should think that whatyou have to say could wait, though."

She did not reply. She had carried
uur pomi ana would not quarrel.Her father was at the barn andAugustus drove out there, while Janeran into the house. She found her
mother seated in the kitchen, as upon
the occasion of Jane's last call here.ars. Hardy looked up eagerly.

"Oh, Jane," she quavered, without any
greeting, "have you saidanything to Augustus about that note?Pa's awfully worried."

'Tve spoken about It," Jane returnedhastily, kissing her. "He'll extend It
for three months. He's gone out to the
barn to, see father now, so I suppose
he will tell him about it," as her motheruttered an exclamation or relief, "soI musn't sav another wnrd on th i.h- -
Ject I just stopped In to ask von ifyou've seen Ruth Crosby lately."

"Yes," Sirs. Hardy replied, "she wasnm n. rnnnln nf ,tara nr-- n ck. A.i..
me if I expeoted you that afternoon you
a.iia v.c hcjc x luiu iicr no, DUt max

I was glad to have you come, and glad
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In One Puts Into
Mrs.

I exclamation,

Augustus."

"Do you think you'll be able to get
one?" said Helen, anxiously. She had
on all her pretty spring things and apair of gray suede shoes that would be
ruined If they were wet

"I don't know" ram "i Thi,,-fn-

J dubiously. "I'm afraid not Hello,
nello. Is that you, Jimmy?" to the hall
boy. "See If you can get a taxi, will
you? Mr. Thurston, yes."

They all waited anxiously for the
call. Finally the telephone rang and
Mr. Thurston answered It again. No,
there were no taxis.

"That's a shame," said Mrs. Thurston,
"Well, Helen, I'll fix

you up. You can take a .coat of mine-o- ne
that I never wear. Oh, but you

must my dear. You'd Just ruin that
suit if you didn't"

Helen followed Mrs. Thurston and
allowed her to wrap a coat about her.
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EL PASO HERALD
der still when you stayed to supper
She said you must have come to get
away from her, as you'd asked her tosupper that night. I told her she was
mistaken."

"But she wasn't." Jane contradicted
"Oh, dear" wringing her hands "what
a tangle this is!" Then, noting the per-
plexity In her mother's face, she spoke
more calmly. "Ruth and I have had a
misunderstanding, mother, and It's im-
possible to straighten It so please don't
try. Now I must be running away, for
Augustus will he waiting."

Mother Talks t Janr.
"But Jnnlc," her mother detained her,

"explain yourself, child! You forgot
that Ruth was going to your houic,
didn't you? I mean It slipped your
mind: or you had asked her for some
other time, hadn't your'

"No, 1 had not!" the girl declared,
desperatclj. 'Til not tell any more
lies about it I knew she was coming,
so I came over here."

"I'm surprised at you. Jane," her
mother exclaimed, reproachfully:

Jane waited to hear no more. Her
father was still out at the barn, so
she was spared the necessity of speech
with him. Silently she climbed into the
back seat of the carriage.

Kcevos was turning Into his fcwn
gate when at last he spoke. His face
was clouded and his voice rough.

"Well," he said, "If I hadn't known
before that I was right in keeping you
away from outsiders I'd know It now.
When we started out you were pleas-
ant and agreeable. Then you saw that
fool Crosby girl, and were ugly and
sullen because I wouldn't take her into
my carriage. Then you stopped jit your
mother's and you've been glum evor
since. After this I guess you stay at
home for a change.

"By the way, I told your father Pd
give him three months to pay that note;
bo, as they've got what they want your
people won't mind your not going there
for one while. They've used you good
and plenty, now I guess they can spare
you for some time. Whether they can
or not they'll havo to. For. after all.
I'm the one that has the say so about
you and I mean to hive It!"

(To be Continued.)

"I wonder if I might borrow a pair
of rubbers," Helen said finally. "I
care more for my shoes than I do for
anything else."

"I haven't a pair of rubbers to my
name, but I can lend you a pair of
shoes. Here, get your shoes off and
put on these." Producing a pair of
good-lookin- g tan shoes from a cretonne
shoe box.

"Oh, I couldn't wear those," Helen
nrotested.

"But you must Tou won't hurt them, -

shoes you have on."
In Mrs. Thnron' Shoes.

Helen demurred, but finally let Mrs.
Thurston persuade her to wear the tan
boots Her own shoes she carried In a
paper parcel In her arm.

"It's Just a shame to have to borrow
from you like this," she said as they
went back to the living room.

"Nonsense, you'd do the same for me,
I'm sure," said Mrs. Thurston, brightly.
Helen supposed she would, but ever
since the trouble about the veil pin
long ago, when Mrs. Thurston had been
so disagreeable about It and had ac-
cused her of borrowing, she had been
chary of accepting favors.

It had been a long time before she
and Warren had been on speaking terms
with the Thurstons after Helen had
found the missing pin and taken It to
its owner. The Thurstons had met with
financial reverses that had left the
hitherto haughty Mrs. Thurston some
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I2LL, where are you going
now, uncle asked
Nurse Jane Fuzzv Wuzzv.

the muskrat lady of the
rabbit gentleman, one day as she saw
him starting out of his hollow stump

ungaiow, arter he had found the first
of the little kittens who had soiled their
mittens.

"I am going to look for the second
little lost kitten," replied the bunny
uncle, "though where she may be I
don't know. Her name Is Muzzo."

Why. It's almost like mfn Isn't trasked Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzv.
"A little like it," said Uncle Wlggily.

"Poor little Muzzo. She and the othertwo kittens ran off after they had
soiled their mittens, eating cherry pie
when their mother, Mrs. Purr, was notat home."

"It is very good of you to go
for them." said Nurse Jane.

"Oh. I Just love to do things like
that" spoke the rabbit gentleman.
"Well, good-b- I'll see if I can't findthe second kitten now."

Away started the rabbit gentleman,
over the fields and through the woods,
looking on all sides for the second lostkitten, whose name was Muzzo.

"Where are you, kittle?" called Uncle
"WiSSily. "Where are you, Muzzo? Come
to mel Never mind If your mittens are
soiled by pie Juice. I'll find away to clean them."

But no Muzzo answered. Uncle Wlg-
gily looked under hushes
and in the tree tops, for sometimeskitty cats climb trees, you know: butno Muzzo could he find. Then Uncle
Wlggily walked a little farther, and
he saw Blllle Wagtail, the goat boy,
butting his head in a snow bank.

"What are you doing. Bllller" asked
the rabbit gentleman.

"Oh, Just having some fun," answered
Blllle, standing up on his hind legs.

"You haven't seen a little lost kitten,
with cherry pie Juice on her new mit-
tens, have you?" asked the rabbit

TUtri

what chastened, and finally the old re-
lationship had been resumed. Warren
genuinely liked Mr. Thurston, but al-
though Helen liked Mrs. Thurston, she
was not quite certain of her friendship,
always a little bit afraid to trust her
fully.

"I hope you don't get too wet" called
Mrs Thurston from the door as they
took the elevator.

Helen secretly hoped that she would
not hurt Mrs. Thurston's shoes, but
when they reached the outer door and
saw the rainswept street she looked at
Warren In dismay.

"Do you think I ought to venture out
in these shoes of Mrs. Thurston's?" shequestioned timidly. Sho hated to askWarren any question at the present
time, he wan In too bad a temper

Bedtime Story For trie Little
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"Uncle Wiggily Kittle."
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Wlggily."

housekeeper,

look-ing

cherry

everywhere,

nes

. !??;.,?, am ?,0rr7 to "? r hav not-- "Blllie, politely. "Did you lose oner
'No;, she lost lierself." said Uncle" 'ggily, and he told about Muzzo.Til help you look for her." offeredthe goat boy, so ho and Uncle Wlggily

started off together to try to find poor
llttlo lost Muzzo, and bring her hometo her mother. Mrs. Purr.Pretty soon, as the rabbit gentle-
man and the goat boy were walkingalong they heard a little mewing cry
behind a pile of snow, and Uncle Wlg-gll- v

said:
"That sounds like Muzzo now."
"Perhaps it is. Let's look." saidBlllie Wagtail.
He and the bunny uncle looked over

the pile of snow, and there, snrely
encjgh, they saw a little white pussy
cat sitting on a stone, looking at hermittens, which were all covered with
red pie Juice.

"Oh, dear!" the little pussy was say-
ing. "I don't know how to get them
clean! What shall I do? I can't go
home with my mittens all soiled, or my
mamma will whip me."

Of course. Mrs. Purr, the cat ladv.
would not do anything like that but
Muzzo thought she would.

"What are you trying to do to cleanyour mittens, Muzzo?" asked Uncle
Wiggily.

"Oh. how you surprised me!" ex-
claimed the second little lost kitten.
"I did not know you wore here."

"Blllle Wagtail and I came to look
for you," said Uncle Wlggily. "But
what about your mittens?"

"Oh, I have been dipping them in
6now. trying to clean them," said
Muzzo. "Only the pie Juice will not
come out"

"Of course not" spoke Uncle Wlg-
gily, with a laugh, "it needs hot soap-
suds and water to clean them. You
como home to my bungalow and we
will get some."

"Oh, I am so cold and tired I can'tgo another step." said the second little
kitten, who had run away from home
after she soiled her mittens. "I Just
can't"

"Well, then, I don't know how you
' "

.
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DAYS OF REAL SPORT

"You knew it was raining, didn't
you?" he said crossly.

"Yes; but I do hate to spoil those
gray shoes, dear."

"I really don't see much difference
as to whether you spoil yours or Mrs.
Thurston's. Either way you'll have
to buy a new pair."

That was a perfectly good argument
unless, as Helen hoped, Mrs. Thurston'
shoes might weather the rain. She and
Warren made a bold rush and dashed
out in the downpour. They had three
blocks to walk before they could reach
a surface car, and they tore along,
Warren almost dragging Helen.

The wind blew terribly and threat-
ened to turn their umbrella inside out
several times, but they finally reached
the car line and at last scrambled
aboard, wet and uncomfortable.

They Reach Home.
The ride home was unpleasant War-

ren was silent, and Helen, stealing a
glance down at the shoes on her feet
found them soaked. She dreaded giving
them back to Mrs. Thurston ruined, and
yet she hated to spend seven or eight
dollars for a new pair. As Warren
had said, she might Just as well have
worn her own and given herself the
benefit of a new Investment.

When they reached home she felt
ready to drop.

"Don't you want something hot to

wv B1H!

are going to get your mittens washed,
out here In the cold and snow," said the
rabbit gentleman.

"Hal I know a way!" said Blllle
Wagtail, the goat boy.

"How?" asked Uncle Wlggily. ,

"I'll get an empty tomato can," spoke
Blllle. "I know where there Is one, for
I was eating the paper off It to get
the paste. Just before you camo along."

Goats like to oat paper off tomato
cans, you know, because the paper Is
stuck on with sweet paste, and that is
as good to goat children as candy is to
you.

"I'll go get the tomato can," said
Blllle, "and you can make a fire. Uncle
Wiggily."

"And then what?" asked the rabbit
gentleman.

"Then we will melt some snow, and
make some hot water." went on Blllle.
"I have a cake of soap In my pocket
that I Just bought at the store for my
mother.

"With the hot water In the can. and
the soap, wo can make a suds, and wash
Muzzo's mittens out here as well as at
your bungalow."

"So we can, Blllle!" cried the bunny
uncle. "You go get the empty tomato
tin and I'll make the fire. You needn't
try to wash your soiled mittens in the
snow any more. Muzzo." he said to the
second lost kittle. "We will do It for
you, in soapy water, which Is better."

Soon Uncle Wiggily made a fire. Back
came Blllle Wagtail with the tomato
can. Some snow was put In It and it
was set ovor the blaze. Soon the snow
melted and then when the water was
hot Uncle Wlggily made a soapy suds
as Nurse Jane had done.

"Now I can wash my mittens!" cried
Muzzo, and she did. And when they
were nice and clean she went home
with them, and oh! how glad her moth-
er was to see her!

"Never run away again, aiuzzo," said
the cat lady.

"I won't" promised the kitten. "But
where Is Wuzzo?"

"She Is still lost" said Mrs. Purr.
"But I will go find her, too," said

Uncle Wlggily. And if thq, apple pie
doesn't go out snow balling with the
pieco of cheese, and forget to eome
back to dinner, I'll tell you more about
Uncle Wiggily. Copyright, 1916, by re

Newspaper Syndicate.

7eelv-Eii- d Edition, May 6-- 7, 1916. 3.

drink, dear1" she queried, anxious to
appease Warren's unruly temper.

"I'm going to get some beer. Don't
you want some, too-"-

"No, I don't believe I do, but I'm
going to heat some milk and put some
vichy in it and then I'm going straight
to bed "

They had quite a merry time of It
spreading an Impromptu lunch on a
corner of the dining room table, and
divested of wet outer garments the
warmth of the cozy room was soon
making them feel quite natural. Helen
had removed the shoes and had put
trees into them. If they looked at all
presentable the next morning she would
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have them shlned and send Mary up
with them after lunch. Things certain- -'
ly might have been a great deal worse,
and at least her own gray shoes were
safe. Copyright 1918, International
News Service.

ODDS AND ENDS.
Sir Ernest Shackleton. the famous ex-

plorer, has been working for his
since he was 15 years of age.

An average of 200 letters patent to
American inventors are Issued every
day by the United States patent office.

W. A. Harrlman, son of the late H. IL
Harriman. and heir to his great for-
tune. Is a rowing enthusiast

Chauncey M. Depew, who recently
celebrated his 82d birthday, claim that
hard work Is the best receipt for
longevity.

King George, of England, has pre-
sented to the Canadian government for
remount breeding purposes his thor-
oughbred stallion Ammer.

Thomas B. Wilson, who now draws
a salary of J12S.900 a year as president
of a large western packing company,
began his career as an office boy.

ANOTHER ATTRACTIVE HOME
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T"HIS cottage is of brick and pebble dash construcUoa, giving a very pleasing
J effect. On the first fioor are living jroom. library, dining room, kitchen

and pantry, all good sized rooms with plenty of light and ventilation.
The second story has three bed rooms, containing closets, and bath room which
adjoins a spacious linen closet.
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